The contention of the two ftmous Houfes t 

Bttckj Farewell my Lora. 

Exit ’Euckinglj^ 

Yorke. Whofe within there i 

Enter one. 



One. My Lord. 

Yorke, Sirrah, go will the Earles ofSalsbury and Warwick to 
fup with me to night. 

One. I will my Lord, 


Exit Tor fa 

bxit, 


Enter the King And Quyene with her H awke on her fift, and 2)ufa 
Hnmfrcy and Suffolke, and the Card/nall , as if 
they came from Hawking* 

Slueene. My Lord, how did your grace like this laft flight?, 
But as I cart her off the windedid rife. 

And twas ten to one, old lone had not gone out. 

King. How wonderfull the Lords workes arc on earth, 
Euen in thefe filly creatures of his hands, 

Vnkle Glofter,how hye your hawke did fore. 

And on a fodaine fouc’d the Partridge downc, 

Sttff. No maruell ifitpleafe your Maicfty, 

^ly Lord Prote&ors hawkes do towre fo well^ 

They know their matter fores a Faulcons pitch. 

Hum, Faith my Lord, it’s but a bafe trinde. 

That fores no higher then a bird can fore. 

Card.l thought your Grace would be about the clouds. 

Hum. I my Lord Cardinall, were it not good 
Your grace could fly toheauen. 

Card, Thy heauenisonearth,thy words and thoughts beatt 
on a Crownc, proud Protc&or, dangerous Peerc,to fmoothe it 
thus with King and Commonwealth. 

Hum, How now my Lord,why this is more then needs,church 
men fo hot? Good vnckle can you do’t. 

Suf. Why not.hauing fo good a quarrcll,and fobad acaufe? 

Hum. As how, my Lord ? 

Suf. As you, my Lord, and tlike your Lordly Lordes Prote* 
ftorfhip. 

Hum. Why Suffolke, England knowesthy infolence. 


Queenc. Andthy ambition Glofter. 

King* Ceafc gentle Queene, and whette not on thefe furious 
Lords to wrath, for blefTed arc the peace-makers on earth. 

Yard. Let me be blcffed for the peace I make, 

Agamft this proud Protcaor with my fword. 

°H»m. Faith holy Vnkle, I would it were come to that. 

Card. Euen when thou dar’ft. 

Hum. Dare: I tel thee Piieft,Plantagenets could neuer brook 

* Or2 I*m Plantagenctas well as thou, and fonnetolohn of 
Gaunt. 

bum. In baftardy. 

Card: Ifcorne thy words. 

Hum: Make vppe no faaious numbers,but euen m thine owne 
perfon meete me at the Eaft end of the groue. 

Card: Here’s my hand, I will. 

Kwjr.-Wbyhow now Lotds? 

Card , Faith Cofin Glofter, had not your man caft ofF fo foone, 
we had had more fport to day. Come with thy lword and Buck- 
ler. 

Hum Gods mother Pricft He thaue your crowne. 

Card; Prote&or, protea thy felfe well. 

King The winde growes high, fo dothy our chollcr Lords, 

Enter one trying a miracle, a miracle * 

How now? Now firra,wbat miracle is it ? 

One. And it pleafe your Grace, there is a man that came blind 
to S.Albones,and hath recciued his fight at the Ihrinc. - 
King Go fetch him hether, that wee may glorifie the lord with 
him. 

Enter the Mam of Saint jilbones,and hie Brethren , with Mu- 
fcke, bearing the man that had bene blind between 
two in a chaire 

King : Thou happy man, giue God eternal! praife. 

For he it is that thus hath helped thee: 

Where watt thou botnet’ 

Poore tmn.hx. Bttrwicke pleafe your Maiefty in the North. 

Ca Hum* 


